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My thought is a procession
and a cortege.
I am a pretext
To the King of this land.
Children: Hey! Hey! Sadji. go, go
Search the beaches far away If you want.
Come, you want our bits This edge is new, This looks like a sickle, This stone you may eat clean.
(They give him a coconut stone piece.)
We want to play
You grackle at the centre
With your sore throat
We' 11 go round
Now dog you, now guide you.
Now lay you down to sleep
In one jump from life to death.
Satpura: Great is this soil Holier than ash That hath such children Who talk of absolutes A promenade of Absolutes. How sanguine this sky To arch my way Through and poise me Through their gay noises Bootaganas\ I am blessed in a trice But somewhere some vice! A trace of trouble trouble-take and trouble-make The bird bzee-bzees.
Audience: (Three men)
First person: Seems this Sadhu has come seeking the invisible